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A PEACE SOCIETY IN WAR TIME 

By CHARLES F. DOLE 

I have tried to take account of all the varieties of 
thinking which prevail in these confusing times. I 
see how good men differ, and how heavy the pressure is 
towards conformity with the plausible position of the 
Government. I am not able, however, to adopt this posi- 
tion. If governments can generally rely upon the "paci- 
fists" in each country to uphold war whenever their 
own nation goes into it, and even to proclaim it a ''holy 
war," I hardly see vitality enough in such opposition to 
war as these pacifists offer to make their enterprize re- 
spectable. Perhaps I should say that they seem to me 
to help make war "respectable," and so practically to 
keep it in commission. I am pretty sure, that, if all 
the excellent men and women who have lined up to- 
gether to secure "preparedness," and later to sanction 
our entrance into war, had spent equal zeal to oppose 
war (of course, upon the lines of the magnificent rule, 
to "overcome evil with good") the administration would 
not have ventured to take its present course. Indeed, I 
believe that the great mass of "plain people" only needed 
decisive and pacific leadership to have cast a controlling 
influence by this time towards bringing the belligerent 
nations together. There were sane and beautiful things 
in sight all along, which a strongly pacific administra- 
tion might have done, and from which we were always 
drifting away towards the maelstrom. I conceive that 
a peace society had here its normal opportunity. But 
the peace societies in general served to do almost pre- 
cisely what the militarist party would have asked of 
them. 

The case is like that of the Christian religion. Every- 
one thinks well of it as a presentation of ideals. It is 
only when the ideal asks to be applied, that doubts 
arise, and people cry that "the world is not yet ripe for 
the grand enterprize !" Thus religion makes slow gains 
in the quality of its humanity. I confess that it still 
gives me a shock of surprise when I find the peace so- 
ciety actually advising our support of the war! I sus- 
pect this would have surprised Mr. Ladd at least ! War 
to destroy war! Evil to do good. A course of further 
enmity to cure enmity ! Violence to inaugurate the king- 
dom of heaven! Am I not right in my thought that 
Ladd never looked forward to a League of Nations to 
enforce peace, but held the contrary philosophy, namely, 
that a controlling and intelligent public opinion is the 
only humane sanction to which the nations can look? 
Anyway, I cannot get away from this philosophy as 
underlying our hopes of a decent and pacific and demo- 
cratic world. 

I should like to talk this out around the table with a 
group of friendly men. When one fairly sees this, he 
can hardly see anything less as either practicable or 
worth spending effort upon. In my case this is involved 
with my dearest views of the nature of religion. In 
my thought of God, I can find no shadow of enmity. 
"He hateth nothing which He hath created." As seek- 
ing to live the life of a child of God, I can harbor no 
enmity towards anyone. Indeed I find in all men the 
same nature — the same possibilities downward under the 
brutal urgency of fear, suspicion, greed, and selfishness, 



the same high possibilities also of faith and humanity. 
I see no war possible that does not rest upon and provoke 
enmities and that doe3 not let loose the worst elements 
in the most of the men who enter upon it. Do we say 
that we have no enemies in this war? But we cannot 
wage war a day without talking about "enemies," and 
planning to crush and kill thorn by substantially every 
method of brutality. Do a few exceptional men do all 
this and still love their enemies? Perhaps so. I credit 
Torquemada with this kind of possibility. He was seek- 
ing to save souls. But his stern uprightness, like the 
amiability of the good Virginia slaveholders, only helped 
the vicious system to remain upon its everlasting ground- 
work of pride, and contempt for others, and unthinking 
inhumanity. Moreover, when the exceptional good man 
arrives, who can fight and incite others to fight, while 
himself a warm lover of men, has not the time arrived 
for such exceptional men to do infinitely better than to 
fight? Let them now add to their righteousness and 
their good will for men, a little more faith, both in God 
and man, to match their greater goodness, and they will 
catch a new light, and understand our common humanity 
more clearly, and see how to move and persuade duller 
men through modes of approach, which violence and 
war never reach. I had hoped (not very sanguinely, I 
allow) that a peace society existed to set forth before 
the world this better way, and to set it forth, not when 
every one languidly assented to it as a pretty theory, 
but at the time of need, when the theory wanted to be 
tried out. I had not thought of a peace society as an 
adjunct of the War Depaprtment of a fighting nation. 
There were always plenty of people to hark back to 
the use of war, at least of "our" war, a "war to end 
war," a democratic war "for freedom." There have al- 
ways been plenty of such voices to justify every war in 
turn. How does this help the cause of peace? The 
need always has been to show the humane principle 
which forbids us to kill. As it is, our peace society seems 
to be helping to swell the old cry of a thoughtless and 
selfish patriotism : "My country right or wrong." It is 
always our danger to say this, whenever we have been 
led to embark upon a partisan enterprise. All the more 
imperative rises the ideal of a peace society, standing 
against war in all times, seeing that war is in its nature 
a partisan and antagonistic struggle, and that war al- 
ways sets aside truth and nice distinctions of justice, as 
well as humanity, in the immediate effort to bring the 
opponent to his knees. War is not an enterprise to do 
justice, but to compel others to do it. 

As for the contention of our Government, that the 
"enemy," in our case, is a "sinner above all others," 
we ought to know enough about the complicated currents 
of all kinds of selfish and economical and historic in- 
terests which lie back of this war, and we do know 
enough of the story of the "necessities" that have en- 
tered into every war, to see no radical differences in the 
human nature of the people, and especially the Govern- 
ments, on both sides of this "life and death" struggle. 
We are all more alike than we are different, and no na- 
tion, not surely our own, brings clean hands or unsullied 
honor into the fray. On both sides are pride and fear 
and selfish interest. Neither can we believe it true that 
this is a "life and death" struggle between the great na- 
tions. As sure as God is, and the spiritual universe of 
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which we are citizens, there need be no fear that 
freedom, or democracy, or righteousness, or any other 
leality can be crushed out of the world by force! All 
the precious things have won their victories, at the 
hands of the few, or by small minorities, and in spite 
of violence. Indeed up to the verge of this war "Prus- 
sianism" itself stood at bay; silent forces were working 
to make it presently impossible. Whereas today, since 
the fears and suspicions of war have been stirred, you 
see exhibited in every so-called democratic nation, as in 
our own now, the revival of the ugly inhumanities, the 
arrogance of power and wealth, the chauvinism, the in- 
tolerance of opposition and of minorities, the want of 
faith in spiritual methods, the will to persecute non- 
conforming minorities — in short the old arch-enemy in 
everyone of us, the ugly barbarian, the only real "enemy" 
of man. What can we say about the "Emancipation of 
the world" by force, in the face of the recent race riots 
in Memphis and Bast St. Louis! The mischief is that 
each new relapse into the anarchy of war (and I mean 
here the temper and atmosphere of war) gives this 
barbarian in us a new lease of life. Life is the victor 
in the end; the laws of man's march upward are still 
with us ; the spiritual forces cannot be defeated ; but an 
org}' of any sort is costly, the more costly in proportion 
to the sense that we have of its horrible character. 

Meantime, the old types of religion have proved too 
feeble for the needs of the world. We must take a 
fresh grip on religion and get nearer to its roots. I 
suspect we must also reorganize our. peace societies to 
match a veritable religion. This religion will insist 
upon being used, and no longer set aside, just when 
religion is most needed, namely, in times of special 
temptation from unworthy fears and self-interest and 
the clamor of majorities. One may almost envy the 
younger men in the chance of living to see the better 
time ! 



TWO LETTERS 

By LEROY ARNOLD 

'Look here,, upon this picture, and on this.' 

I. 

July 4, 1987. 
My Dear Son: On this day, consecrated to patriot- 
ism, it would not seem inappropriate to review our 
chief cause for national thanksgiving. You cannot re- 
member, but I can as clearly as though it were yester- 
day, that day seventeen years ago when the German 
Empire capitulated. You cannot remember the relief 
to our people after the long tension. You have read 
in your history of that epoch-making drive of the Allies, 
in the air, as well as on land and sea, which caused the 
militaristic government of the Teutons to collapse like 
a house of cards, and you know how prosperous the sub- 
sequent republic of Germany has proved, but you can- 
not realize the sacrifices which the American people 
cheerfully made in order to bring about that glorious 
result. If it had not been for yourself and your baby 
sister, I probably would have gone to the trenches of 
France. Your uncles went, and so did some of my 
best friends — and they did not all return. But the 
heartache and the loss of life and property — all were 



worth while. When I consider that you live in a world 
unarmed, except for the minimum of armament al- 
lotted each nation for police protection — and that your 
children and your children's children will enjoy the 
fruits of democracy in a world-wide peace and pros- 
perity — then that brief but bloody struggle seems worth 
all its cost. Let us not forget, however, the price paid 
by those loyal patriots who gave all that we might live. 
Praise be to God, from whom all blessings flow. 
Your loving FATHER. 

II. 

July 4, 1937. 

Dear Son : I hope you have kept up the practice of 
writing and reading I taught you, and that you will 
understand what I am writing now. Remember that 
because no one else writes and reads nowadays is no 
reason for your discontinuing the habit. The same is 
true of your personal cleanliness and the sanitation of 
your trench. Cleave to cleanliness, in spite of the ridi- 
cule of your mates. The military scientists have again 
attacked our city. As a result, poisoned water and 
germ-laden air have depopulated the entire community. 
I have survived, but I was wounded yesterday in trying 
to save your mother. They cut off my leg. I am grow- 
ing weak. This is probably my last message to you. 
Don't think me a foolish old man, always praising the 
good days of the past, when I remind you of that now 
unbelievable era of goodfellowship at the beginning of 
the century, before the beginning of this world war. 
Strange as it sounds, I have seen good resulting from 
government. Then everyone trusted, loved, served his 
nation, and all of the peoples of the earth, each aroused 
by the noblest of purposes, went forth to battle. Soon^ 
as you know, factions sprang up within factions, all 
governments grew tyrannical, suspicions and hatreds 
flourished, and finally military autocracy was hoist with 
its own petard. Now anarchy supplants absolutism, 
and lawlessness seems the natural substitute for law. 
Certainly that is inevitable in this time of universal 
war. War is destruction, and the more agencies of de- 
struction let loose the better — disease germs, rapine, 
torture, what not — so long as the result is devastation. 
But I am sorry that the family relation is disappearing. 
I have an old fashioned idea that you should know 
your own children and care for them. True, you retort, 
the world must be populated. Under present condi- 
tions, you are justified in hoarding everything you can 
lay your hands on. I am beginning to learn the truth 
of the aphorisms: might makes right, and self-preser- 
vation is the first law of nature. As I write, new fires 
are breaking out, and the air is black with smoke and 
foul with gases; I do not know which of our many 
enemies are bombarding our city. It does not matter. 
I must crawl into my cave. If they find me, they will 
lose no time in butchering me, as it has become the 
universal custom to kill the old and the wounded. Per- 
haps that is best. Yesterday — I must tell you — they 
dragged away your mother, a captive. Her shrieks 
still ring in my ears. Doubtless this will arouse your 
anger, but doubtless, too, you and your comrades have 
committed similar acts. 

Sometimes I think that God has given up this earth 
as a bad job, and will try to work out his scheme of 



